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KISS MY 
KNUCKLES, BUTT- 
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THE DAMN SNAKES 4 
AGAIN! 


IT'D LIKE TO 
SEE YOU TRY, 
YOU FIST-FACED 


SON OF A-- 


THAT'S WHAT WE'VE GOT TO 
TALK ABOUT. THIS IS MY HELL, 
STEPHEN. MY ALL-NEW, 
ALL-DIFFERENT HELL. 
AND YOUR NEW 


ORA 


DIFFERENT Guy 
WITH DEMONS 
FOR ARMS? 
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NEED YOUR 
STRENGTH. 
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; YOU SHOULD 
Ny ORDER SOMETHING, 


CAPTAIN 
FANCY-CAPE 
HERE GONNA 
ORDER OR 
WHAT? 


SS 


NO 

THANKS. T 

THINK T'LL 
BE-- 


THERE APPEARS 


mee TO BE SOMETHING 
aa Maaial 7 WITH YOUR 


OOTH, 
SATANA. 


THE MENU IS 
JUST PICTURES 

OF PEOPLE : 
SCREAMING. I RECOMMEND 


THE BACON-WRAPPED \ 
BACON. IT COMES FROM __ } 
a. ¢ SWINE THAT WAS POSSESSED / — 
THERE ARE : BY DEMONS FOR d 
HORDES OF PEOPLE _ OO DAYS. 
LITERALLY DYING TO | : aaah 
GET A RESERVATION IN 


AT LEAST HAVE TO 
TRY SOMETHING. 


WHATEVER DUMB NEW PLAN THIS IS 


ay e OF YOUR FATHER’S OR ONE OF 
« t\s THOSE OTHER WOULD-BE DEVILS 
> 4 s \ < WHO ARE ALWAYS POPPING UP OUT 
- es a om OF THE NETHERWORLD, I CAN 


Dp ' As¥ PROMISE YOU, IT WON'T... 
Vv 


- sg 
v . 
WHAT'RE 
YOU LOOKING AT, 
JERKFACE? 


\ 


IF YOU THINK 
THIS IS GOING TO 
SCARE ME, SATANA, 
YOU'VE OBVIOUSLY % 
NEVER SEEN MY 
REFRIGERATOR. 


> 


: / ~~ YOURE NOT 

LISTENING, STEPHEN. 
THIS ISN'T. ANY HELL 
YOU KNOW, 


ff 


BAD NEWS, 
==! MAM. COOK 
SAYS WE'RE ALL 
OUT OF 
BACON. 


WHO ATE 
THE LAST 
SERVING? 


YOU'RE RIGHT, STEPHEN. THERE ARE 
MORE DEVILS RUNNING AROUND THAN 
YOU CAN COUNT. EACH WITH THEIR 
OWN LITTLE HELL. BUT DESPITE ALL 
THAT COMPETITION, LET 


I MEAN, IT PRACTICALLY 

SELLS ITSELF, AM I RIGHT? 
O93) WHERE DO YOU REALLY WANT 
TO GO WHEN YOU DIEP TO 
CHURCH FOR ALL 


ME TELL YOU... THE 
0 A Hi ATION ETERNITY? 
BOOMING. OR TO PARTY 


WITH ALL YOUR 
FAVORITE DEAD ROCK 
STARS AND WRITERS 
AND OVERDOSED 
ACTRESSES? 


UPSTAIRS, THEY'VE GOT 
HALOS AND HARPS 
AND KUMBAYA. 


HERE WE'VE GOT 

BEER HALLS, JUKE JOINTS, 
ALL-NIGHT DINERS, AND A 
WOODSTOCK THAT NEVER 
ENDS. YOU TELL ME WHICH 
SIDE YOU THINK IS 
WINNING. 


BUT LIKE 

I SAID, IT'S A 

CROWDED MARKETPLACE. Ya) pps 
AND THERE ARE ONLY 

SO MANY ROCK STARS 


AND DRUNKEN NOVELISTS 
TO GO AROUND. 


WELL, SEE, 
THAT'S WHERE 
YOU COME IN, 

STEPHEN. 


HOW DOES 
A_NEW HELL LIKE 
MINE HOPE TO STAND 
OUT FROM THE PACK? 
TO_OFFER SOMETHING 
THAT THE OTHER 
HELLS DON'T? 


.~HOW WOULD 
YOU LIKE TO BE MY 
STAR ATTRACTION, 

DOCP 


“COME STAY 
IN THE UNDERWORLD'S 


NEWEST AND HOTTEST 
ALL-INCLUSIVE RESORT, WITH 


KINKIEST OF ALL THE 
SUPER-WEIRDOS.” 


TURNS OUT 
ARE 


SUPER HEROES 
REALLY HOT RIGHT 
NOW. SO IT GOT 


a 


ME THINKING... age 


TOOK THE 
LIBERTY OF PUTTING UP 


HERE, 
EAT THIS. 
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GET HIM OUT. 
AND MAKE SURE HE 


I HADA 
<—/ BIG BRUNCH. WONG 
MADE CHUPACABRA 
TACOS. I'M REALLY 
~ NOT ALL THAT-- 


OR FOR THE 
NEXT COURSE, 
I FEED YOU YOUR 
OWN EYEBALLS. 


I'M DOCTOR STRANGE, 
HONEY. I EAT HELL 
FOR_BREAKFAST. 
LITERALLY. 


DID YOU REALLY THINK 

SHAT "TP YOU WERE GONNA-- 
WHAT? KILL ME WITH A 
TUMMY ACHEP 


WAS THAT 
REALLY YOUR GRAND 
PLANP A HALF-DIGESTED 
SLAB OF HELL 

BACON? 


MORDO AND 
NIGHTMARE HAD 
BETTER SCHEMES THAN 

THIS, AND THEY'RE 
BOTH BONA FIDE 

IDIOTS. 


YOU REALIZE 
YOU'RE SWEATING 

BLOOD NOW, 
‘ RIGHTP 


WHERE'D 
THE HIPPO 
GOP 


THE ONE 
THAT FARTED IN 
MY MOUTH. 


YOU 
PUNCH LIKE 
A BABY'S 


I'M GOING 
TO STRANGLE 
YOU _IN YOUR 


HOP 
YOU ENJOYED YOUR 
LAST MEAL, DOCTOR 
STRANGE. BECAUSE ONCE 
THAT INFERNAL MEAT HAS 
WORKED ITS WAY THROUGH 
YOUR DELICATE, MORTAL 
Ma DIGESTIVE SYSTEM... 


..YOUR BODY 
WILL DIE. AND 
YOUR SOUL WILL 
ae TO 

aN | 


OKAY, BUT... 
I'M DEFINITELY S 
WRITING YOUR DINER_A 
STRONGLY WORDED 
YELP REVIEW. 


TASTES LIKE 
I ATE THE 
HINDENBURG. 


THE FIRST 
TOUR GROUP COMES 
SAILING DOWN THE STYX 
) WITHIN THE HOUR. MAKE 
I'M GOING 


47° _ 10 CHECK ON THE (a 

PROGRESS OF THE SPA. 

THOSE HALF-WIT NECRO-GOBLINS 
BETTER HAVE GOTTEN 

MY SULPHUR SPRINGS UIP_AND 

RUNNING OR T'LL TURN THEIR 

MOTHERS’ HIDES INTO ASCOTS. 


AGGH. URRM, NO OFFENSE 
THERE, MASTER P, BUT I'M 
AFRAID YOU'RE ABOUT AS 
GOOD A FRY COOK AS 
YOU ARE A SUPER 
VILLAIN. 


I'M, UH, IN 
A BIT OF INTESTINAL 
DISTRESS HERE. I DON'T 
SUPPOSE YOU'VE GOT 
A BATHROOM 
I COULD... 


IT COULD PULL 
HIS HEART OUT AND 
SHOW IT TO HIM. 
THEN FEED IT TO HIM. 
THEN EAT HIS 
FACE OFF. 


OR WE COULD ves 

HURRY THINGS ALONG 

IF YOU LIKE. I COULD 

EAT YOUR FACE 
OFF. 


WHY DONT YOU JUST SHUT 3 
UP, YOU STUPID-- 


WHY DON'T 
YOU MAKE ME 
SHUT UP, YOU-- 


BOTH OF 
YOU SHUT THE 
HELL UP. 


YEAH, DID 
\ WE GIVE YOU 
PERMISSION TO 
SPEAK, CAPTAIN 
FLEABEARD?P 
ret She 
THE LEGS WORK. | T'M...NOT 


: AFRAID OF MY 
ie aa OWN ARMS. 


OR ELSE 
YOU'LL BE EATING 
OUT OF A BOWL 


LIKE A DOG 
AGAIN. 


BLAGH. NEVER 
WANTED TO 
THROW UP SO 
BAD IN MY 


GOT TO 
GET THIS STUFF 
OUT OF MY GUT 
BEFORE IT KILLS ME, 
BUT HOW DO 


NICE TRY, 
BUT WE'RE DEMONS. 
| YOU THINK WE CAN'T 
SEE AN ASTRAL 
FORM? g 


NO, YOU 
IDIOTS. IF WE 
HURT HIS SOUL, 
SATANA WILL 
HAVE OUR-- 


TEAR HIS FACE 
OFF. BOTH OF 
\ Ml THEM. 


FIND HIM, YOU MORONS! WE HAVE oo 
TO FIND HIM BEFORE SATANA AT LEAST, THAT’S 
GETS BACK! WHAT I’M GOING 
' TO TELL MYSELF 

TOMORROW. 


I SHRUNK MY ASTRAL PROJECTION 
DOWN TO A SMALLER, DENSER 
FORM. THERE REALLY IS NO 


OTHER WAY TO DO THIS, RIGHT? 


. e ae \ 
. oy l\ 
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3 ga; SO I’M PRETTY SURE —& ~ s 
? 5 I JUST FOUND THE = 
Cy SOURCE OF MY Ris : 
yah {| DEMONIC INDIGESTION. B=, q 
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THE FIGHTING IN MY 
GUT IS ONLY GOING TO | 
KILL ME FASTER. I HAVE 
TO END THIS QUICKLY. 


C’MERE, 
BIG GUY. 


ABOUT TO HAVE MY 
SOUL EATEN BY HELL ¥ 
BACON WHILE INSIDE fi 
MY OWN STOMACH. 


DON'T RECALL THE ANCIENT 
ONE EVER COVERING THIS 
PARTICULAR SCENARIO. 


Yi] 


é 
Vy rm making 
THIS ONE UP [J 
AS I GO. 
L ) 


CAN’T BELIEVE I’M SAYING 
THIS...BUT I'M NEVER 
EATING BACON AGAIN. 


_/A 
R HE RAN OFF! & . 


7 IM TELLING YOU, 
DOCTOR STRANGE 
HAS LEFT THE 


<< BUILDING. 
DNAS 


7 HE WOULDN'T - 
LEAVE HIS BODY J} (es 
; HERE. 


tee 


WHY? I'D 
LEAVE YOU 
i BEHIND AT THE 
DROP OF 
A HAT. 


NO, 
SOMETHING'S 


ae GUYS HEAR » 
THAT RUMBLING JS ; 
SOUND? 


OKAY, YOU CAN DO 


= \ 
THIS, DOC. JUST § \ 
THINK GROSS ( \ 
THOUGHTS. [} 
~~ "ad 
DOCTOR DOOM'S 
FACE. WOLVERINE’S < 
SMELL. NEWARK. 


VW YOU SMELL 
HIS BREATH? 
Aff SMELLS LIKE BLACK 
H MMAGIC. I BET HE'S 
COOKING LIP SOME 
KIND OF BIG, 
POWERFUL 


STICK ME 
DOWN HIS 
THROAT. T'LL 
FIGURE IT 


a 


ee se aw, Ni ( 
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YOU THINK 
YOU'VE WON? 
HA! YOU CAN'T 
BEAT US THAT 

EASY... 


& IMGONNA \ 
% TEAR YOU TO 
a . PIECES, YOU... 


C’MERE, 
N YOU LITTLE... 


/ \F COULD 

JUST MOVE 
B THESE LEGS, 
YOU'D BE... 


lv 


| WAKE UP, 
PANDEMONIUM, YOU 
rw ad ane ye A WORTHLESS... 


\ NEXT TIME I’M SITTING HOS”. 
AROUND THE POKER ‘ss °@ / 
ay TABLE WITH THE 


j AWS _ 
cH 


3 «THIS WILL DEFINITELY 
- NOT BE ONE OF THE 
Dee] = STORIES I SHARE. 


ass 


) WHAT GIVES? I 
THOUGHT THEY | 
, Me WERE OUT OF 


BACON. 


SOMEBODY 
GRAB THAT 


PANDEMONIUM! 
WHERE'S MY 
STAR ATTRACTION? 
HE'D BETTER BE 
READY TO-- 


OH, WELL. I 

REALLY WANTED Yue 

TONY STARK } 
ANYWAY. 49 


CHANGE Ne 
OF PLANS! 
SOMEBODY WAKE UP 
JI RISON | 
\ AND TELL HIM HE'S 
"\" GoT A SHOW 
TO PLAY! U4 3 


MADE IT. 
BACK ON EARTH. 


| BUT WHERE EXACTLY a é 
oe ( 
Vj 


AM I? WHERE 
DID T... 


— ~ 
THE GATEWAY \ 
TO HELL IS NEAR THE 
NEWARK AIRPORT. ; 
BECAUSE OF 
COURSE IT IS. 


GOTTA GET 
BACK TO THE 
SANCTUM. MORDO 


IS STILL ON THE 
‘ LOOSE. GOTTA... 


TV ANA 


HEY, TAXI! 
CAN YOU TAKE 
ME TO GREENWICH 
VILLAGE? 


SURE, PAL. 
AND I KNOW 
YOU DON'T HAVE 
ANY MONEY, 
BUT THAT'S 
ALL RIGHT. 


WHAT? HOW 
DO YOU KNOW 


P ANDIKNOW | 
WHAT YOU'RE GOING 


THERE. YOU'RE GOING 
TO KILL BARON 
MORDO, 


AND THAT'S 
OKAY, TOO, I 
DON'T WANT TO 
STOP YOU. 


ANN 


